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All branches of knowledge are connected 
together, because the subject-matter of 
knowledge is intimately united in itself, as 
being the acts and the work of the Creator. 
John Henry Newman 
The Idea of a University 


Piety 


I would like 
to lay my head 
down to rest, 


But Yahweh’s driving force 
keeps me 

from interrupting 

your class. 


Hah——! The breath of life. 


Construction 


In your sophistication, you forget 
that the beast — I 
half bull, half mountain-goat, 


can write poems 
like the ones written 
outside of New York. 


The children in my backyard. . . 
They make love; Then, they fall 
asleep beside me. 


it’s time now to talk of the house 
& the sea —— 
how it beats the walls down, 
rams its massive cuernos against the side 
of the house, 
forms a crag for the goat: 
long-haired animal 
that eats picket fences. 


Goat. 
Nanny goat. 
Billy plays with her. 


She watches 
the children in my backyard.. . 
make love; Then, they fall. 
She laughs. 


Ni / cole 


Look behind 
above 
learn to spit 
violet-browns 
at those who creep 
upon your dreams 
pounce 
disturb your vigil 
of smoked window 
laced with rotten bark 
Shake your lustrous 
uncut hair 
wild at them 
stab them with your eyes 
nose 
mouth & jutted chin 
Clench your fists 
about the stoic 
backs of chairs 
turn 
once more 
to wood-grain 


MOMENT 


Paul smiled 
broke the rubber band 
stretched taut 
between poles 


at the equator 
it was warm 
enough 
to cry 


honey drips through 
cheekbones 
spreads thin 


a blanket 
sticky & hot 
The dragon-fly 
will lick it 
redeem face 
in time 


PRAYER TO POSEIDON 


Old man 
who turns the tide 
and rolls the sea 
which steers the ship 
that marks the course in me 
Unveil these eyes so they may see through night — 
catastrophe by Cretan witch contrived. 


You Ancient Seaman Father of the Depths, 
that hold forgotten Amazon’s sweet son 
within their 
massive 
cryptic 
cavern-breadths, 
who with the reeded whip have gashed my back 
and punished willful blindness striking 
slash! 
Take this my salt-tracked face in leather hands 
and break the waves of pain; Embrace me soft. 


Mia 


MIRAGES 


I am sorry 

to blind you 
through illusions. 
The bats from that 
tower I cannot kill 


until the light 


comes back 
and the water 
reflected 
becomes clear. 
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ANGELITOS NEGROS 


Small/Black 
shadows wisp from 
room to room 
dancing the dance 
their fore-fathers left them. 
Their only 
inheritance: 
pieces of broken chain. 
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EQUATION 


Man and child 

alike 
watch ice-cream-puff forms — 
mountains. 


Above the smooth peaked edges: 
a blue wetless sea rises, 
and below 
the fog keeps us from landing. 


nia. 


oa 


TAILORING THE ANDES 


I marvel at the lockstitch, 
so light, of cuneiform — 
like limp boomerangs smiling 
archaic smiles. 


Tufts of coal loop together, 
one on each side, 
like negro children 
playing tug-of-war on the back 
of a snowy guanaco. 
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SPRING’S PRELUDE 


Quick rain 
splash incessant 
(bring comfort 
to crushed trees 
they rustle 
from your touch 
swish to and fro perhaps) 


Thumps/ 

palms beat 

congo drums 

push the earth 
gash it 

mold a thousand 

puddled holes 
warm muck 

nourish my fingers 
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ODE TO NERUDA 


For all those great, 
mighty dead Incas 
with their silver culture 


Several separate 
shadowy figures 
squat by a field. 


In Macchu Picchu, 
they throw bananas 


at the United Fruit Co. 


and drown the flies. 
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BRILLANTE 


Goldfish riding jinrikisha 
at night. 


Lace balance of tiny 
cups on saucers. 


Mask torn: 
All the stars in it are small. 


An evening’s song 
after the bullfight. 


SOME SOUTHERN BELLE 


Two 

hundred-thousand guns and more 
pounds of ammunition 
disembarked somewhere in ‘Ginny 
last night. 


I almost killed a man. 
Afraid, me & the man. 

The guns and he left limping 
all the way down the wharf. 
Clip! clop clop, clip... 


Rusty sea & ship collide, 

the plank is up, 

seaweed drips from the sides, 

the deck stinks, 

‘Ginny and the limping do not fade. 


‘‘A light supper, 

off to bed we go”’ o captain, sir. 

My cabin is mahogany & velvet, 

red like blood, 

red seaweed dripping through the rust. 


Guns will kill Yanks 

I almost killed. Blue 

bastard-devils shake their horns at the gentlefolk 
for profit and war prosperity. 

Abe opened Pandora’s box. 


Trinkets blue and gold lie on the floor, 
that and black gold cover the Union. 
‘Ginny, grey-eyed wench, is barren, 

red her flag, her clay, her wasted lands. 
Her skinny fingers grope my throat. 
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I spared that one for her, 

gave him up to her. I have heard: 

sacrifices die slowly, bring much profit. 

She has been raped and now starves, poor wench 
deserves a morsel. 


The swell grows, 

black sea surrounds little Isabella, 
gun-runner, mistress of Southern waters. 
Will rain wash that deck clean? 

It makes mud-pies out of traitors. 


A mound of clay and no one ever will know 

the Yank who would deny ‘Ginny now 

sleeps within her skirts. Abe thought 

all ladies would succumb. 

‘Ginny lowers her skirts, laughs like the best of them. 
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COUP d‘ETAT 


Sixty Americans held hostage 

somewheres out East. 

What has that to do with the price of oil? 

or oxen in Ghana (about one-hundred-and-eight 
dollars a head) 


Also the price 

Shah paid advisors 

to advise the lately silent physicians. 
Surely he laughs for what they do not say. 
Allah Himself must chuckle. 

I wonder if He will survive this mutiny. 


One hand washes the other. 
What has this to do with the price of oil? 
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WPGC 


Newscasters 
speak of unthanked-for 
windshield wipers 
outline jagged geometrical shapes on drip 
pin 
glass. 
Rain pounds (AM) 
songs spurt; 
endless commerical / breaks/ 
DJ’s beat time 
to hill-billy island songs, 
whales screech 
to rhythms beat by automatic rubber paraphernelia- 
windows coat 
water droplets stick together 
wavelengths 
silence. 
‘‘There’s nothing more nerve-racking 
than dish-towel weathermen (with sunny-side-up voices 
at that).”’ 
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FIRST DAY 


This breeze, like water from a winter faucet 
brushes my face, chills my nose. 

My cheeks, as numb now as the fingers that hold 
your stopwatch 

blush their greeting. 


Your foot crosses the line. 

I dance to the muffled beat 

of tennis shoes on the pavement 
as, once again, you follow the line. 
It curves, straightens, curves 
completes the circle, drags on. 


You walk (and run at intervals) round and 


around. Three-O-Five Three-O-Eight ‘‘Oh shit!”’ 
White lines drag you, circling, towards me. 
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FLASHBACK 


The girl (blind) 
she feels warm 
shines in the bright light 


for a moment. Then 
the chill comes. 
She (blind) clutches darkness. 


Moment: brief 
lapses of time; 
Yet, long 


Those moments 
ago, 
long ago. 


This moment is not long. 
No bright light shines here- 
Only her (blind) grasping, 


holds dear the dark 
nest of eyes 
empty, with confusion 


except for moments-- 
long held 
patches of light (bright). 


Bitch: blind dog 
ran into tree, 
backed-off, ran into it again. 


Blind bitch-eyes bleed, 
darken. The light turns to spark, turns 
to dark, turns to screams & chattering bones. 


MANTRA 


pattern 

of rhythms. 

The sound of icicles 
clicking together -- 
crystal castanets. 
The voice of caverns 
at noon 

tide. 
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IVORY 


I 
build towers 
with buttons 

comb hair 


I 
build towers & 
with buttons 
fix hair 


Ah! Those 


writhing young 
women in a pit. 
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FLIGHT 


He drowned 
in the midst of summer. 
Lured by reflections, 

he plunged into the crevice. 


He will 
not feel the moon 


so near to his own 
stone face again. 
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VANITY 


Brown velvet jacket 
the blouse with ribbons 
crepe& lace on the collar 
Silk shirt 
gossamer gown 
Crepe de Chine 
white voile 
satin slippers 


He glanced 
silent 
She whispers 
burrowed 
deep in silk 
mourns the worm 
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A SPRING OF WINTER FUNERALS 


Songs that blindmen sing 
hang clouds about the heads of those who sit 
near enough to catch a whisper, 
glimpse of notes 
plucked by fingertips. 
Sounds that scarcely reach the ear 
thrum lethargic fantasies of tin- 
can ghettos and cardboard city streets, 
recount the grayness of winter 
funerals in spring. 


Children in garbage-dump meadows 
run barefoot over crushed bottles, 
past paper barricades, 
reach for long-maned ponies and lemon ices. 
Haggard hands clasp the reins of shredded brooms 
as, after crossing asphalt deserts, 
he enters the cardboard (box) saloon & orders 
‘‘A shot of (empty paper cups will do).”’ 
Late some July night, 
He’ll look with sunken eyes at meadows 
where ponies choked on rank oranges 
dropped from crates, 
melted ices with their stink. 
He’ll smile at hands torn by splinters 
understanding the impossibility of feats 
like staying dry 
when juices flood the streets. 
Now 
He lives in puddles, 
has gangrene. 
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THE ONE ABOUT LEAVES 


Twisting leaf of autumn 
torn and fallen 
fragile. 
Withering august foliage 
struck by rains-- October 
leaves only remains 
of branches once caressed/caressing-- 
the stark nakedness of age. 


Wilting plaster 
splatters on the pavement 
like so many dreams-- 
skeletal veins form 
a cage of trodden hope. 
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THE FACE OF GRACE 


The man in brown-striped shirt tells me about mothers, 
like the priest who blesses them, even when 
they tear your heart into shreds of naked wheat. 


I am nineteen and on the verge of an explosion. 
Words spurt out in an attempt 

to talk of the night mother accused 

the television of imprisoning her mind. 


She jumped into a Cadillac, drove to St. Teresa’s, 
told the priest to bless us all, 

for we knew not what we did when we did her in, 
carried her away from her children, deported. 


The priest was confused, 

the congregation praised her performance of faith, 
as I cried the savage cry of the leper 

who, taking his hands from his face, 

sees his living flesh quartered on his fingertips. 
Can you, whose bones seem re-clothed, 

tell the leper how to bless them all? 
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ELEGY 


Someone died. you have gone 
via expressway to Louisiana. 


I stay put, think 
needs must find a way 


South for the winter-- 
the cranes have come 


again, south to the nether 
end. Still, water streams 


down: waters the lake, 
waters the willow and the yew. 
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Aside from the usual identifiable things 
which make poetry — this book — Chauta- 
quas — has variety. It’s full of energy, im- 
ages — and marvelous narratives. There is 
humor. And there is a revolutionary here. 
There is an unsettling in it I like. 
— Shelby Stephenson 
Pembroke Magazine 


